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Frontier. It described the trick in detail, without the gory part, as seen by the writer. Possibly it was a leg-pull. I don't know, but I wanted to investigate. Occult powers had determined that I should not, for I left India before I had the chance.
All these activities made it possible for me now to join, with conviction, in Jay's complaint that I had "too much wur-r-r-k." Yet I enjoyed ecstatically this swift, dream-like transformation of The L and S into a prosperous, printed magazine, circulating over an area larger than Europe. I was also paid extra for it, and I reckoned that my income, from all sources, was now about £800 a year. Not bad, I thought, complacently, for an inexperienced youth of twenty-three. I learnt one of life's most important lessons, namely, that hundreds of brilliant men where they are not wanted are worth less than one not so gifted where he is wanted.
Tom Clarke, writing in My Northcliffe Diary, says that he was offered £800 a year by Lord Northcliffe to be news editor of the Daily Maill However, when he demurred, Northcliffe raised it to £1,000.
So, week by week, with aid of only one Indian secretary and a charming Englishman with the appropriate name of Comfort, who made up the art supplements, I put the Illustrated Weekly to bed. I have given up the attempt to calculate how many scores of assistants would be required to do the job on an equivalent publication in London. Sport and play had to continue, too, slightly less intensively. But it was too much. Fate was reflectively poising a knock-out. I was about to tumble off the steps again.way. Then the sadhu, blood-lust in his eyes and sword in mouth, clambered up after the boy. He slashed wildly at the air and bits of the boy materialised, falling amid torrents of blood among the horrified spectators. Next the sadhu climbed down and revealed the boy, safe and sound, under a cloth.
